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About the Artists . . . 
 
An ISU alumnus, Jennifer Hedstrom will complete her MM in Collaborative Piano 
at the University of Wisconsin-Madison this May where she studies with Martha 
Fischer.  At UW-Madison, Jennifer has become an important promoter of 
contemporary music, with special interests in percussion music and American art 
song.  She is the pianist for the Madison Choral Arts Society Chorale and 
Humorology.  She has performed as a member of the UW-Madison Symphony 
Orchestra and with percussion septet Clocks In Motion.  Jennifer teaches private 
lessons through UW-Madison’s Community Music Lessons and is president of 
VIBES, a chamber music outreach program.  This summer, Ms. Hedstrom will be 
attending SongFest 2012 at The Colburn School in Los Angeles.   
 
Sean Kleve is a modern percussionist specializing in the music of composers such 
as Charles Wuorinen, Iannis Xenakis, Paul Lansky, Milton Babbit, and John Cage.  
Besides performing concerts of modern classics, Sean is also dedicated to 
commissioning new works for percussion.  Sean has performed in Alice Tully Hall, 
Merkin Hall, Symphony Space, Lincoln Center Out of Doors, The Juilliard School, 
and the Aspen Music Festival.  Besides his contemporary music career, Sean has 
also had success in the orchestral field. 
 
Sean is a member of the percussion section in the Chamber Orchestra of New York, 
and has performed with the Cleveland Chamber Symphony, the Youngstown 
Symphony, and the Madison Symphony Orchestra.  He holds degrees from 
Baldwin-Wallace College and the Manhattan School of Music.  Currently, Sean is a 
student of Anthony Di Sanza at the University of Wisconsin-Madison, pursuing a 
Doctorate of Musical Arts. 
 
Chelsie Propst is a student of Paul Rowe at the University of Wisconsin-Madison.  
She will complete her Master of Music Degree in Voice Performance this spring and 
hopes to pursue a PhD in Musicology.  She was Donna Elvira in the University 
Opera’s 2012 performance of Don Giovanni.  She has been a soloist in the UW 
School of Music’s performances of Saint-Saëns’ Requiem and Monteverdi’s Vespro 
della Beata Vergine 1610.  She is a regular participant in the Madison Early Music 
Festival, in which she has been a soloist and instructor of Beginning Voice.   She 
was also a finalist in Wisconsin Public Radio’s 2012 Neale-Silva Young Artists’ 
Competition. Ms. Propst received Bachelor of Arts degrees in Sacred Music and 
Voice Performance from Lenoir-Rhyne University in North Carolina. 
 
Brett Walter was born and raised in Grafton WI, and attended Grafton High 
School. He received his bachelor’s degree in 2009 from the University of 
Wisconsin-Green Bay where he studied music performance with an emphasis in 
percussion. He is currently in his last semester of the Master of Music in Percussion 
program at the University of Wisconsin-Madison, planning to graduate this May. 
Brett is heavily involved in multiple performing ensembles as well being active in 
teaching with outside organizations.  
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Program 
 
Please turn off cell phones and pagers for the duration of the concert. Thank you. 
 
She Is Asleep (1943) John Cage  
 Quartet for Percussion (12 tom-toms) (1912-1992) 
 Duet for Voice and Prepared Piano 
 A Room for Solo Piano 
 
Jennifer Hedstrom, piano and percussion 
Sean Kleve, percussion 
Brett Walter, percussion 
Chelsie Propst, voice and percussion 
 
Three Moves for Marimba (1998) Paul Lansky 
Hop(2) (born 1944) 
Turn 
Slide 
Sean Kleve, marimba 
 
Hearing (1966) Ned Rorem 
 In Love With You (born 1923) 
 Down at the Docks 
 Poem 
 Spring 
 Invitation 
 Hearing 
Jennifer Hedstrom, piano 
Chelsie Propst, soprano 
 
~ Intermission ~ 
 
Travel Diary (2007) Paul Lansky 
 Leaving Home 
 Cruising Speed 
 Lost in Philly 
 Arrived, Phone Home 
Sean Kleve, percussion 
Brett Walter, percussion 
 
Blue Too (1983) Stuart Saunders Smith 
  (born 1948) 
Brett Walter, drum set 
 
Percussion Duo (1979) Charles Wuorinen 
  (born 1938) 
Jennifer Hedstrom, piano 
Sean Kleve, marimba and vibraphone 
Ra ta ta...” The young man’s French horn is wet, it makes a different noise. 
The girl turns her face towards him and he hears strings (it is another tear in 
her dress!). 
 
In the kitchen the sound of raspberries being mashed in the cream 
Reminds you of your childhood and all the fantasies you had then! 
In the highest part of an oak tree is a blue bird 
Trilling.  A drying friend reads Orlando Furioso 
Sitting on a beach chair; then you hear awnings being stretched out! 
A basso sings, and a soprano answers him. 
Then there is thunder in a clear blue sky, 
And, from the earth, a sigh: “This song is finished.” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
VI. Hearing 
Hear the beautiful tinny voices of the trumpets 
Beside the rushing sound of the great blue waterfall; 
See the guns fire, then hear the leaves drop to the ground; 
Lie back in your chair – and now there is the clatter of pennies! 
The familiar scraping noise of the chair-feet on the ground, 
As if a worm had grown six feet tall!  And here is the worm, 
And hear his softly scraping noise at the forest gate. 
In the Bourse the diamonds clink and clank against each other, 
And the violet airplane speaks to the farmland with its buzz 
From high in the air, but you hear the slice  
Of shears and watch the happy gardener’s face whiten 
As he hears the final throbs of his failing heart. 
All is not stillness – far from it.  The tinny 
Trumpets renew their song among the eglantine’s 
Too speciously gracious brilliance, and a hen drops 
An egg, with infinite gentleness, into the straw. 
 
Who is this young man with the tremendous French horn in the garden 
With a lady in lilac bending her head to catch each note 
That flows serene and unbidden, from the silvery throat? 
I think they are strangers here.  Stones fall in the pool. 
She smiles, she is very witty, she bends too far, and now we hear 
The sound of her lilac dress ripping in the soft summer air. 
For it is summer! Hear the cool rush of the stream and the heavy black 
Vocalism of leaves in the wind.  A note then comes, arises 
In the air, it is a glass in which a few warm drops of rain 
Make music; there are roars and meows, turkeys and spaniels 
Come running to the great piano, which, covered with pearls 
Gives extra, clinking sounds to your delighted ears; 
And the dogs bark, and there is the little thrilled silence of snails... 
Above all else you hear the daisies being torn apart 
By tremendous bumblebees who have come here from another 
Department! 
“Wisteria tapping the house, so comes your blood...” 
 
Now rain, now this earth streams with water! 
Hear the tooting of Triton among the clouds 
And on the earth!  See the trumpets of heaven floating toward us 
Blaring among the wet masses of citron and vermilion wings! 
They play, “Put down the cushion on the chair, 
Put down the cushion on the chair, put down 
The cushion, put it down, put the cushion down on the chair, 
Hearing – poems by Kenneth Koch 
 
I. In Love with You 
O what a physical effect it has on me 
To dive forever into the light blue sea 
Of your acquaintance!  Ah, but dearest friends, 
Like forms, are finished, as life has ends!  Still, 
It is beautiful, when October 
Is over, and February is over, 
To sit in the starch of my shirt, and to dream of your sweet 
Ways!  As if the world were a taxi, you enter it, then 
Reply (to no one), “Let’s go five or six blocks.” 
Isn’t the blue stream that runs past you a translation from the Russian? 
Aren’t my eyes bigger than love? 
Isn’t this history, and aren’t we a couple of ruins? 
Is Carthage Pompeii? is the pillow the bed? is the sun 
What glues our heads together? O midnight! O midnight! 
Is love what we are, 
Or has happiness come to me in a private car 
That’s so very small I’m amazed to see it there? 
    
We walk through the park in the sun, and you say, “There’s a spider 
Of shadow touching the bench, when morning’s begun.”  I love you. 
I love you fame I love you raining sun I love you cigarettes I love you love 
I love you daggers I love smiles daggers and symbolism 
    
Inside the symposium of your sweetest look’s  
Sunflower awning by the nurse faced chrysanthemums childhood 
Again represents a summer spent sticking knives into porcelain raspberries,  
when China’s 
Still a country!  Oh, King Edward abdicated years later, that’s 
Exactly when.  If you were seventy thousand years old, and I were a pill, 
I know I could cure your headache, like playing baseball in drinking-water, 
as baskets 
Of towels sweetly touch the bathroom floor! O benches of nothing 
Appear and reappear – electricity! I’d love to be how 
You are, as if 
The world were new, and the selves were blue 
Which we don 
When it’s dawn, 
Until evening puts on 
The gray hooded selves and the light brown selves of... 
Water! your tear-colored nail polish 
Kisses me!  and the lumberyard seems new 
As a calm 
On the sea, where, like pigeons 
I feel so mutated, sad, so breezed, so revivified, and still so unabdicated – 
Not like an edge of land coming over the sea! 
 
 
 
II. Down At The Docks 
Down at the docks 
Where everything is sweet and inclines 
At night 
To the sound of canoes 
I planted a maple tree 
And every night 
Beneath it I studied the cosmos 
Down at the docks 
 
Sweet ladies, listen to me. 
The dock is made of wood 
The maple tree’s not made of wood 
It is wood 
Wood comes from it 
As music comes from me 
And from this mandolin I’ve made 
Out of the maple tree. 
 
Jealous gentlemen, study how 
Wood comes from the maple 
Then devise your love 
So that it seems 
To come from where  
All is it yet something more 
White spring flowers and leafy bough 
Jealous gentlemen. 
 
Arrogant little waves 
Knocking at the dock 
It’s for you I’ve made this chanson 
For you and that big dark blue. 
 
 
 
 
I know it is white than 
When hourly the grape undone 
By fox’s gift; and 
Then too you must know 
It’s not really 
The faculty for wishing 
To stone me with paper – 
Here’s a kiss from today 
 
IV. Spring 
Let’s take a walk 
In the city 
Till our shoes get wet 
(It’s been raining 
All night) and when 
We see the traffic  
Lights and the moon 
Let’s take a smile 
Off the ashcan, let’s walk 
Into town (I mean 
A lemon peel) 
 
Let’s make music 
(I hear the cats 
Purply beautiful 
Like hallways in summer 
Made of snowing rubber 
Valence piccalilli and diamonds) 
Oh see the arch ruby 
Of this late March sky 
Are you less intelligent 
Than the pirate of lemons 
Let’s take a walk 
 
I know you tonight 
As I have never known 
A book of white stones 
Or a bookcase of orange groans 
Or symbolism 
I think I’m in love 
With those imaginary racetracks 
Of red traced grey in  
The sky and the gimcracks 
III. Poem 
And so unless 
I’m going to see your face 
Bien soon 
What’s the point in everything 
Going on like this 
Way like a chimney  
Or a pint of marraige a  
Western carriage 
Cold and drear 
Like an Afric foe 
Whose stretcher bearer 
Is starving while  
Feeding him greens? 
Yesterday you said 
Today you’d say 
If tomorrow has 
Gone to bed (as in Proust) 
Because of the rings 
And the lilac weather 
Of a gift; 
You promised, as 
The stars were 
Green and blue 
Points, a red and white gift; 
yesterday, 
As I say, it was all very  
Clear; and yes glitters 
Upon the carriage 
In green briars 
And modesty, not 
A baby carriage! I wish 
Tears, together, 
South, university, winter – 
Not: jesting with 
Summer, very free. I know. 
 
Of all you know and love 
Who once loathed firecrackers 
And license plates and 
Diamonds but now you love them all 
And just for my sake 
 
Let’s take a walk  
Into the river 
(I can even do that 
Tonight) where 
If I kiss you please  
Remember with your shoes off 
You’re so beautiful like 
 
A lifted umbrella orange 
And white we may never 
Discover the blue over- 
Coat maybe never never O blind 
With this (love) let’s walk 
Into the first 
River of morning as you are seen 
To be bathed in a light white light 
Come on 
 
V. Invitation 
Mediterranean suns! 
Shine on in and around 
To light up our sterns and our prows 
And to keep us out of trouble  
By showing us the waves 
That loop around our boat! 
It’s made of wood 
And linen. 
Come down 
From Antibes, come down 
From Nice, from Cannes – 
Come down into my boat. 
The Mediterranean sun 
Is shining on 
The boat.  Won’t you come too 
From the fresh air 
Of these resorts? 
Just climb down. 
 
